RLEANS Clou

'OL. 1.

BARTON, VERMONT, MONDAY, AUGUST 12, 1872. °

r

e

NESS DIRECTORY.

A. D. MASSEY,
ICAL MABON,
Coventry, Vermont,

4, F. WRIGHT,
n and Burgeon, Office over Grandy, Skinner
rker's store,
diseases a Epecialty.
Barton Landing, V€,

DR. 0. A. BEMIS,
OPATHIC PHYBICIAN AND BURGEON-
g Craftsbury, Vermont.
DIt. PARKAURST,
RGH, will be at B. W. Langmayd's Hotel
entry, Friday of each week, from 2 to 5 .
for Watertown, N. 8, Truss, EKept con-
hamd,

W. B. CRITCHETT,

ER & GLAZIER. Graining, Whitewashing
Paper Hanging done in the best style and
n guarantesd . Orders solicited,

East Albany. Vt.

L. . WOOD, JR.

[ PAINTER, Particular attention paid to Fan-
sign Writing, lettering Banners, Moftoes, Fres-
i General Ornamenting, Dmawing, Drafting,
e and Designing.  Orders solicited,

Barton, Vermo n

J.J. HILL,

ISSOR TOF. P, CHENEY, will continue to
I & Large Variety of Sewing and Knitting Ma-
Orders solieited, Barton, Vi 8

CUTLER & GOSN,
UFACTURERS of Carringes and Sleighs,
Greensbhoro, VL,

MIsSsS AL J. CUTLER,
ANERY,DRESR MAKING and pattern rooms
Barton, Vi,
IS S S— =
H. ti. STEVENS,
JON DENTIST Barton Landing, V4

M. J. SMITH,
RIETOR of the Orleans County Marble Works
welgn  and American Marble, Gravestones,
nte, &c.

J. N. WEBSTER,
INSURANCE AGERT,
Barton, Verm mt

J. N. WEBSTER,
OGRAPHEILL. Dealer in Stereoscopes, Views,
al, square, add rostic Frames of nll kinds.

FRED, H. MORSE,
TER. Painting, Glazing, Graining, White-
hahing and Paper-Hangiog. All work done in
givle and satisfaction guaranteed, Saws filed

DALE & ROBINSON,
RNEYSR and Counselors at Law, Barton, Vi
0. ¥ DALE. 2. B, ROBINSOX

J. L. WOODMAN,
JER 1IN BOOTS, SHOES, and findings ofthe
st kind and quality. Offered cheap for cash.
rA. & J, L. Twombly's 2

MRS, GEO. (. DAVIS,
" AND VEST MAKER,
g Barton, Vermont.

A& JL L. TWOMBLY,
LESALE ana retail dealers in Flour, Corn,
Pork and Lard, Pamts and Oils, Hardware,
wuls, Groceries, Butter and Cheese,  Also
ey's L. X, L, Phosphiaty and Sea Fowl Gu-

a

ox Twonnry. J. L. TwoMnsLy,

A. C. ROBINSON,
OLESALYE dealer in Flour, Grain, W, 1. Goods,
v wries, Lime, Plastor, Oil, ¥ish, Salt, Iron,
uss, &e., Depot Store, Barton, Vi

WAL W.GrouT,
FORNEY and Counselorat Law and Claim Agent. I
Wil attend the conrts in Orleans and Caledonia |
v,  Barton, Vi

W. W. EATON,
ORNEY AT LAW and Solicitor in Chancery.
vill attend courts in Orleans and Caledomia
s. Prompt sttention given to collections,—
wro, Vi,

J. M. CURRAN,
BEIL AND HAIR DRESSER,
2 Barton, Vermont,

MARTIN ABBOTT.
KELWRIGHT, Carringe Maker and Genera
Job Worker. Open and Top Boggles ad va
yles of carringes always on hand, € loy r Vi

J. E, DWINELL.
NUFACTURER and dealer in Furn'tur> of all
kinds and descriptions, Carpets, Room Paper.
& and fixtures, alzo Coffins and Cask: s, Pictore
Spring Beds &c. Gl ver Vi,

J. H, HOLTON,; AGEN'T.

pufiucturers and Dealers, in all kinds of Harness-
Also Whips, Ourrycombs, Cards, Brushes,

N,

pouum ofl Blacking, for sale. Barton, Vi. 7—13 |

SPECIAL NOTICE.
ERESTING T0 LADIES.

foodman, Barton, Vermont, has just openad an
entirely new and elegant assortment of

BEASONABLE MILLINERY GOODS

1l Bonnets—every shape and style—Trimmed
il untrimmed, in 8w, 8ilk and Lace, for
Ladies, Misses and Children.

"EIRY WNWEW STYLIXE
FROM
THE MOST ELABORATE

simiple Shude Hat, All the new shapes beauti-
nd fashionably trimmoed with new shades, in
Turquois 8ilk and Ribbon, together with
athers,
Aldgrette
Tlowers,
Ponpons,
Spray s,
Noe. o
Iso Hosiery, Gloves,
e Collars, Fans, Fan-
ey Goods, &c.

EW GOODS CONSTANTLY RECEIVED.

ton, May 20, 1872, 20-11

B W GOODSl\

e submariber Tins fust opened a (resh lot of

MILLINERY

AND

Goods.

12 all the Intest styles from New York ana Dos.
iwch as, Nespolitan, =irnw, Chip Cactos.
wins and Linen hats, Bounets of every
Flowers, Itibbons, Laces, Edgings,
s Collmrs nud n varicty of Faney (Goods.
wery and

DRESS MAKING

done at our rooms by
PERIENCED WORKMEN.
» made arrangements to receive goods from New
York and Boston
IVEIRRY WEER
and can give our customers
LATEST STYLES

AND

LOWEST MARKET PRICES.

ey

r

Ing the pullic for thelr past favors. 1 hope to |

0 my shire of your fature patronage.

MRS, N. M. JEWELL.
on. Vi, May dth, 1872, - L

Blacksmithing

"EST GLOVER.

subteriber tukes this method to Inform the citizens

Vest Glover, and vicinity, that he has tuken the Bhop

and Went Glover, where he is roady to do all kinds
of

THE TWO WORKERS,

Two workers in one field,
Toiled on from day to day,
EBoth had the same hard labor,
Both had the same small pay.
With the same blue sky above,
The same green grass below,
Ome soul was full of love,
One soul was full of woe.

Ome leaped up with the light,
With the soaning of the lark:
One felt it every night,
For his soul was ever dark:
One heart washard as stone,
One heart was ever gay:
Ome worked with many a groan,
wne whistled all the day.

One had a flower clad cot
Beside a merry mill,
Wife and ehildren near the spot,
Made it sweeter, falrer still ;
(ine a wretched hovel had,
Full of discord, dirt and din—
No wonder he seemed mad—
Wife and children starved within,

Still they worked in the same fleld,
Toiled on from day to day,

Both had the same hard labor,
Both had the same small pay ;
Bot they worked not with one will,

The reason let me toll—
Lol the one drank at the still,
And the other at the welk

MISCELLANEOUS.

Cholera is raging in Russia.

Mrs. Fair looks worn and faded.

Iron shingles are being manufactured.

Florida's grasshoppers are as large as
sparrows, says an exchange.

Lake Superior is fast taking rank as
a superior watering-place.

An impartial Kansas patriot has nam-
ed his twins Grant and Greeley.

A desirable second-hand article—A
young, rich and amiable widow.

A large colony of Johnny Bulls are
en route to Minnesota.

Great secrecy is enforced by the Gen-
eva Board of Arbitration.

Charleston has shipped 50,000 water-
melons to New York City.

Richmond on the Jeems is building a
home for Magdalenes.

There was lately a rain of bones in
Carrol Parish, Louisiana.

New York City is to have an under-
ground railroad within two years.

A Greenfield Indianian has been ficed
a trifle for whaling his grand pa.

A colored preacher in Wapsie, lowa,
lately ran off with half a dozen of the
sisters.

Josh Billings says, deliver him from
a wife that don’t love him, and from
children that don’t look like him.

It is said that the balcony of the Cat-
skill Mountain House commands a view
of about 10,000 square miles.

A Kansas paper tells of an army of
toads which extends three fourths of a
| mile along a road.

HoprrvL.—It is a meteorological fact
that when rain falls it will rise again in
dew time !

Eight dollars per day entitles a board-
er to the privileges of a Saratoga hash-
ery.
By the late floods it is estimated that
the losses to Alabama will foot up five
millions,

The celebrated Irish band has split,
some of them declining to go back to
ould Ireland. "

A young Georgian committed suicide,
on finding his hotel bill more than he
could pay.

The latest Memphis sensation is a
somnambulist or ghost who jumps from
roof to roof.

Murders, rapes, and all species of
blood-freezing crimes seem to hold - riot
in every direction.

A lady in Indiana has been granted a
divorce on a plea that her husband would
not assist her on washing days.

It is believed that the attempted as-
sassination of King Amadens of Spain
was participated in by the same parties
that assassinated Gen.”Prim.

A Connecticut widow bowed down
with grief, telegraphed to her friends:
“My dear husband is dead. Loss fully
covered by insurance.”

The following congratulatory telegram
was lately received by a wedding pair:
| “Congratulations on your nuptials. May
| your future troubles be only little ones.”

A Cincinnati butcher tied wup his
| daughter by the hands, so that her toes
| just touched the ground, and then

smeared her feet with molasses to at-
‘ tract the flies.

Two sisters have eloped from Berlin,
| Prussia, with a young man whom: they
| are both in love with and whom they

both intend to marry when they reach
Salt Lake, which is their destination.

A husband pleaded to a libel for di-
\ vorce on account of cruelty and neglect,
| that bis wife, the libelant, spoke harshly
| to him and threw pillows at him, which
| resulted in dyspepsia. Divorce granted.

| The Navajo girls of Arizona are the
nearest the world affords to the shep:
| herdesses of poetry. These dusky
nymphs watch the flocks and work on

'l aberiginal distaffs while doing it.

A young man rode ten miles in a rail-
road carriage with a young lady, with
the intention of popping the question,

- but all he said was, “It is quite mooney
| to-night.” *Yes,” she replied, muchly.”
| And there wasn't another word said.

‘ A cravan county (Ga.) sow had four

| pigs, one like a horse, one like an opos-
sum, the third like a child, and the

| fourth like a pig. The owner -of the
sow believes this to be witcheraft and
had all of them burned to death.

| Lone Pine, California, has a married

THAT SMILE.

“Always meet your husband with a

f smile upon your face.”

Must I? Yes, you must. No mat-
ter what sort of a man the Fates have
bestowed upon you, you are to beam up-
on him all your days with the radiance
of a star. If he kept you up till twelve
o'clock last night, waiting for him to
come home from—well from somewkhere
—and then comes in with ‘‘a little too
much,” and you had to pull off his boots
and drag him to bed ; if he went off this
morning and left you without a stick of
wood. and six children to warm and feed
and clothe ; if the stove is cracked ; if
the baby falls and skins its precious
nose, and all the children take it into
their heads to black eack other’s eyes,
and blue each other’s faces. All those
things which try women's souls may have
exasperated you, until you long to let
yourself out in a grand surge of whole-
some wrath. If all the ills of female
flesh were to assail your body, and all
the ills that housekeepers know distract
your mind, it is all the same. You may
have cried till your nose and eyes are
red. After throwing your soul into a
frantic struggle to have a nice dinner
ready in time, you may be frowzy and
flustered, sweating and groaning over a
half cooked pudding. when the ‘clock
strikes the hour.” Insurgent children
may be hanging to your skirts. But lo!
a step is heard. Now let order be born
from chaos ! Come ont of the slops and
ashes, and be you clean ! Put on that
smile. Let your countenance shine as
the morning ; let the hairs of your head
know each its place. He comes. Woe
be unto you, if a wheel or a pivot of
the domestic machinery be out of order !
But if it be so, and the bolt of Jove be
hurled at your head and the lion’s roar
to be heard in the land, smileon. Look
at him, as he swallows his dinner in
wrath, with the blackness of darkness
on his majestic brow ; look on, and smile
in peace. You have failed in your duty.
You ought to have had a bower of Eden
in waiting for this perfect Adam. TItis
so refreshing to a man, to find a clean

spot, a little world of beauty and har- |

mony, where hecan bring his dirt, smoke
and spit, turn over things, and rest his
soul from the cares of life. Yes, you
have been guilty of a great offense ; but
you are not to add to it the enormity of
neglecting to don that smile !

Oh, the bondage of the women! She
must “bear the heaviest burden, and
walk the hardest road.” She must do
woman's work, forsooth—though she is
weak, and the work is ten times heavier
than that which many a broad-shoulder-
ed Hercules is doing. She must brew

| and bake, and mend and make; wash

and iron, and sew on buttons. But on
the top of all this comes the crowning
tyranny—the dread decrec: ‘*‘Always
meet Me with a smile.” Oh, insult up-
on injury ! The last feather broke the
camel’s back What sort of backs do
you think we have got, to bear all the
mountain load of woman’s work, and
woes, and pains, and penalties, and yet
not break when you pile on this last
weight ! ’

Nobody ever said to you, *Meet your
wife with a smile.”” What an idea!
You have so many cares and vexations
in your business. No matter if you are
strong and vigorous, and can throw off
your troubles in hearty work, and feel
your blood stirred healthfully by con-
tact with human kind, while your wife
is weak, and her troubles and crosses
are to be met and borne in the lonely
monotony of home life and endless tasks.
You may look sour if you feel like it,
and you may go and throw your bundle
of cares upon her shoulders: but she
must smile. You have to be pleasant
abroad—then can’t a fellow be cross at
home?  And if anything has gome
wrong—if last night at the club has
given you a headache, or your breakfast
disagreed with your lordly stomach,
can’t you snub your wife, and strike ter-
ror into the children’s souls? Certain-
ly, by all means, sir. And if your'wife
fails to meet you with that smile, wheth-
er you ccme in the mood of a roaring
lion or a sulky bear, then—well, you
can get some editor to publish some-
thing about “A Wife's Duties,” or some
more “Advice to Wives,”

And now, fellow-sisters, lend me your
ears. A good man, with a great, loving
heart, is a creature for any woman to
adore. If you are a true wife, and have
such a husband, you will generally wear

| pair, the male of which is half a centu- |
ry old, and the female barely twelve |

years, They have been married three
years and the wife still wears short
dresses and plays with dolls.

No matter what kind of a business

- you are in, if you live within ten miles
| of Barton, advertise in the Moxrron.
It is just as impossible for a man to get

very rich without advertising as it is

for a cross-eyed man to shoot straight |

with a borrowed gun.

There is a'man nivety-one years old |

“that smile” I think. The sunshine his
love makes in your heart, will break out
in your face. If you have such a hus-
band, and do not adore him, if your face
does not sparkle at his coming, as clear
waters sparkle back at the sum, why,
then, its no use to waste words on such
| & reprobate as you are.

| But if you have a husband on whom

J

the lordly brute who grinds it daily be-
neath his heel, give them to him, for
you are a woman, and a woman’s love
is wondrous pitiful. But when men and
women pelt you with ‘sermons in stones,”
taken from this text, I do hope you will
let your wrath kindle and blaze, and
your voice be heard in the land.

GENERAL HOWARD AND THE
APACHES.

So many stories have been told illus-
trative of the bloodthirsty and vindic-
tive nature of the warlike Apache Indi-
ans, so many robberies and murders by
their roving bands on the plains of Ari-
zona have been reported through the
land, that it seems strange to hear of
the welcome at our National Capital of
a deputation of chieftains from this tribe,
on a mission of peace. It is hardly
probable that this result would have
been attained through the labors of any
other man than Major-General O. O.
Howard ; for there are few soldiers with
his loving spirit and reliable faith, and
few civilians with his judgment, ener-
gy, and personal influence over them.

Reports from Arizona were so various
and conflicting as to the character and
possibilities of the Apaches, and troub-
les with them had been so frequent, that
the Government at Washington, in pur-
suance of its humane Indian policy, de-
sired Gen. Howard to visit that territo-
ry, ascertain the true condition of af-
fairs, and counsel such action as seemed
necessary, especially to the end of a
permanent peace. The unsought and

unexpected summons to this mission

came to Gen. Howard as a providential i

call; and he promptly left everything

else, to respond to it, not doubting that |
| he should have success.

As he said to
a friend, he felt that he was going to

God's work, and human impossibilities |

are no obstacle to God’s plans,

The trip to Arizona is no small under-
taking. even in these days of Pacific
railroads. First visiting Gen. Schofield,
in California, and afterward Gen. Crook
in New Mexico, to have the fullest un-
derstanding with the military authori-
ties of the Department of the Pacifie,
Gen. Howard, with his staff and other

Government officials, moved on from |

Sante Fe, thirteen days’ journey into the
Indian country of Arizona.
ney from Sante Fe was made on mules,
across the arid plains and under a burn-
ing sun, often withont water, and with
insufficient food. When the Indians
were reached, and had been personally
visited on their several grounds, they

it |
were invited to a peace conference.— |

Improbable as it seemed, the conference
was secured, nearly all of the various
hostile bands being represented in it.
Men who had before only met in com-
bat, shooting at each other from behind
trees and bushes, longing for an oppor-
tunity to take onc another’s scalps, sat
side by side, and counseled amicably as
to their mutual interests and duties.—
It was no easy matter to bring about
this conference, nor yet to secure favor-
able results from it. Its first mention
was met with sneers. Open opposition
came from some interested parties; for
there are always white men desirous of
war with the Indians, and unwilling to
have peace made or kept with them.—
Falsehoods concerning the General and
his plans were sent out from the territo-
ry and telegraphed over the land. But
the General persevered in faith : and ac-
cording to his faith it was granted unto
him.

After months of intercourse with the
Apaches, learning their needs and wrongs
—sharing their hardships, and proving
himself their good and wise friend, Gen.
Howard won their hearts and convinced
their judgments. He brought them to
a new desire of peace with each other
and with the whites; and now, as one
result of his mission, a half score of
chiefs and representative men of the
most warlike of their tribes visit Wash-
ington with him, to confer with the au-
thorities, in the hope of concluding a
treaty of permanent peace.

Meeting Gen. Howard and his party,
on their return, on the plains of Wyo.
ming, and coming with them part of the
way to the Atlantic coast, I became per-
sonally interested in the Apache chief-
tains, and now write while the incidents
of the trip with them are fresh in my
mind. - With a single exception none of
these [ndians had ever seena large city,
a railroad, a telegraph line, or amy of
the other great results of civilization,
before starting on this journey. But
they are a people of more than ordinary
intellect, and very quickly adapt them-
selves to newsurroundings. They stud-
ied on a map the vaiious routes to the
East, and decided which they would
take going on, and which they would
preter on their return.

The trustful confidence in Gen. How-
ard displayed by these warriors was

you might smile all your life, without | bardly an indication of a treacherous
even warming or softening his cold, brut- | nature. Unhesitatingly they had sub-
ish soul, then 1 am not going to exas- \ mitted themselves To his care, leaving

The jour- |

of them. He shared their car and fare
on the train, as he had shared their
quarters and hardships on the way to it
If they went without a meal, so did he.
His dress was of the plainest sort, and
his bearing unaffected and sympathetic.
It was really a touching sight, to see
Gen. Howard, one early morning, sit-
ting in the Indian group, telling the
story of Jesus to those who in full man-
hood heard itfor the first time. Miguel,
a warrior chieftain, was a battle-scarred
veteran. He had led his tribe in many
a bloody fray, and taken many a scalp.
One bullet had passed through his lungs,
another through his thigk, a third had
penetrated his skull. Oue eye was gone.
Yet he was still a stalwart man. On
one occasion he was a captive, bound,
and dragged into Sante Fe at the tail of
a mule. No force had subdued him.—
He was not brought under control by
fear ; but he told gratefully of a good
officer who spoke kindly to him while a
captive, and showed him the better way
of peace and duty. And now he sat as
a child, his scarred face andjbroad, high
brow suffused with emotion, intent on
the story of the Cross. The General
could talk with Miguel only through
double interpreters. A private United
States soldier could speak English and
i Spanish, and a Mexican, held captive by
| the Apaches for thirty years, could
speak Spanish and Apache. Through
these two the slowly repeated sentences
passed from Gen. Howard to Miguel, and
the answers came back. The General
pictured himself as coming to the Apa-
che country to win the love of the peo-
ple there, and to lead some of them to
the home of the Great Father at Wash-
ington, where he would be their friend ;
so Jesus, the son of God, had come into
this world to win our love, and to in.
duce us to follow him trustingly to the
| home of the Great Father in Heaven.
Miguel replied that he trusted Gen.
Howard as his friend, and would follow

| him wherever he said. He should be
1| glad if the General would return with
{ him ; but if he could not do this,—the
tears would roll down the cheeks of Mi-

' guel when he came to this part. Asto
following Jesus, he believed there were
two roads—one the good road, the other

i
|
|

the bad road. He wanted now to go in ]

the good road and to follow on in it un-
til he should see God. In the Apache
language they have the name of the Son
of God ; so that was known to him.—
Then, referring to one whom the Gener-
al had introduced as his friend, who
loved to have all the children taught of
God, Miguel said, if that man was a
friend of Gen. Howard, he was Miguel's
friend, and Miguel wished he would
come and teach the children of his tribe.
Soon Miguel would be dead; but he
wanted his children to follow on in the
good road toward God, when he was gone.
Some Indians grew feebler and fewer as
tribes. Miguel wanted his people never
to die out while the world stands, and
believed civilization would help them to
long life and prosperity.

When the General had ceased to speak
Miguel turned to the others of his par-
ty, and preached Jesus to them. Far
in the night, he sat telling with anima-
ted gesture and earnest words the truth
he had just learned concerning Him who
is “the Way, the Truth, and the Life.”
Is there wonder that Gen. Howard had
interest in and hope of the tribes of
which these men are representatives ?
—N. Y. Independent

A SexsisLe Youne Lapy.—The Life
of Dr. Raffles, of Liverpool, has the fol-
lowing: A young lady, the daughter of
the owner of the house, was addressed
by a man who, though agreeable to her,
was disliked by her father. Of course,
he would mot consent to their union, and
she determined toelope. The night was
fixed, the hour came, he placed the lad-
der to the window, and in a few mo-
ments she was in his arms. They
mounted a double horse, and were soon
at some distance from the house. After
a while the lady broke the silence by say-
ing: “Well, you see what a proof I
have given you of my affection; I hope
youwill make me a good husband.”—
He was a surly fellow, and grufly an.
gwered, “Perbaps I may, and perhaps
not.” She made no reply, but after a
silence of a few minutes she suddenly
exclaimed, +Oh, what shall wedo? I
have left my money behind me in my
room.” *“Then,” said he “we must go
back and fetech it.” 'They were soon
again at the house. the ladder was again
placed, the lady remounted, while the
ill-natured lover waited below. But
she delayed to come, and so he gently
called, “Are you coming ?” When she
looked out of the window and said:
“Perhaps I may, and perhaps not;”
and then shut down the window, and

left him to return upon the double horse
alone.

Congressman Tyner, of Indiana, ex-
presses the opinion that Greeley will
not receive more than 100 to 150 Repub-

[From the Cleveland Leader.
GREELEY AND THE PRESI-
DENCY.

The Protest of a Mother of two Dead
Soldier Sons— The spirit of '62—Shall
We Forget ? 3
I am an old lady sixty-three years of
age, and a widow. This is the first

 time I ever attempted to write an article

for publication. But I cannot keep si-
lent. Itis out of the fulness of my
heart that my pen speaketh. During
our late fearful war, 1 devoted every
energy of my being to working for the
poor brave suffering men and boys who
were periling their lives for their coun-
try’s honor. I deemed no sacrifice too
great.

Two precious sons remained to me,
while the grass was growing green over
the graves of six. When the first call
was made for volunteers—after the fall
of Sumpter—among the foremost to rush
forward and give his name, was my
darling boy—literally a boy—only nine-
teen years of age. Crowding back the
hot tears of agony, I gave my consent,
and kissed him for the last time. He
fell dead—shot through the head—in
his first battle For his country he died
and early and late from my aching,
bleeding heart, went forth the prayer,
“Teach me, oh? Father, to say “Thy
will be dome.” Then, when the ery
was heard for “three hundred thousand
more,” I gave up my last and only one !
my precious boy Harry. With stream-
ing eyes, and quivering heartstrings I
bade him go at his “country’s need.”
That brave, young boy was slowly, eru.
elly murdered in Andersonville. A few
scrawled lines with a pencil on the mar-
gin of an old, torn piece of newspaper,
was brought to me by a more fortunate
comrade who was exchanged :

“They are starving us to death mother.
Pray for your boy Harry!” That was |
all the record left, save the after mes-
sage, Dead !

Then, when our war was over, and
his murderers were escaping unscathed,
when Jeff Davis and his cold blooded
satellites were set at large, unpunished, |
I strove to still the angry murmurings
of my heart by remembering that there
was a just God. and who hath said, |
“Vengeance is mine; I will repay.”— |

I am an old fashioned woman, Mr.
Editor, one who has always felt that
woman's province is home. I have dis-
proved of and coldly ignored everything
pertaining to the so called “woman’s
rights” movement. In fact, I have felt
that woman's clamoring for the ballot
was uncalled for, indelicate and unwom-
anly, having its origin only in an ambi-
tion for nocoriety and a desire to usurp
a man’s place.

When I heard of Horace Greeley's
nomination for the Presidency, the bosom
friend of Jeff Davis, his sympathizer and
bondsman—Jeff. Davis, the black-heart-
ed traitor, the cold-blooded, inhuman
butcher, the demoniac slaughterer and
torturer of thousands upon thousands of
fathers and sons, husbands and brothers
—when I read, I rcpeat, that Greeley
had been nominated for the highest and
most honorable position in our land, to
take the place once occupied by Wash-
ington and the murdered Lincoln, I sat
paralyzed for hours. Had our country
fallen thus low? Was this to be the
reward of the wholesale massacres and
the fearful sacrifice made? Were our
dead soldiers to be thus insulted in
their graves? Was the grief of the
broken-hearted wives, mothers, sisters
and danghters thus to be made a mock-
ery of? Just as well nominate Jeff.
Davis himself as his warm sympathizer,
bosom friend and coadjutor, Greeley.—
In fact, extreme sophistry might possi-
bly, by a mighty effort, call up some
things in partial extenuation of some of
Davis’ crimes, but what can the most
charitably inclined urge for Greeley?
Not one extenuating shadow can be put
forth for the Northern renegade who
proffered aid and sympathy, thus virtu-
ally endorsing every barberous act of the
arch traitor Jeff. and his minions. It

-has been said that Horace Greeley had

not one single relative serving in the
northern army, while his wife did lose
two cousins fighting beneath the rebel
flag. Perhaps this solves the riddle of
the renegade’s course. Can he be infat-
uated enough to suppese that one brave
Union soldier in the land, -can so far
forget his self-respect and manhood as
to become his aider and abetter hy help-
ing him into the White House ?

To-day, Mr. Editor, from my most in-
nermost heart, and for the first time in
my life, I wish it were woman’s privi-
lege to vote. Old as I am, and shrink-
ing as I have always been from public-
ity, I would make it my mission to la-
bor among my sex ‘from early morn 'till
dewy eve” for six months to come, if
need be, to prevent the shadow of a pos-
sibility of that man being elected. But
he will not be ; he cannot be. It isa
disgrace heavy and black enough to the

=

ally of the rebels, through his warm
sympathy with its leaders,

I, the now childless mother of two
dead soldier boys, appeal to every brave
noble fellow who has worn the +#blue,”
to be true to himself and his country,
true to the memory of his fallen com-
rades, ‘‘who tho’ dead, yet speaketh ;”
true to every principle of honor, man-
hood, and self-respect, in this hour of
temptation to himself and peril to his
country.

Wives and mothers, sisters and daugh-
ters, now is the silent, gentle, home in-
fluence to make itselffelt. Perhaps you
feel “no interest in politics ;" arouse
yourselves if naver hefare, and think whu
the man was that was nominated at the
Cincinnati Convention for the next Pres-
ident. Think who and what Horace
Greeley has proved himself tobe ! Even
if you have “no interest in politics,”
think how you would feel were Jeff.
Davis nominated for the Presidency.—
Horace Greeley is second only to him.
He is his sworn ally and friend, the man
who stepped forward and rescued the
arch-demon from even a slight punish-
ment. Did the cruel war snatch from
you a loved one, a father or brother,
husband or son ? Then by their blood
which crieth to you from the grave, I
adjure you to use all the influence you
possess, to prevent this insult to the
memory of your loved and lost, and the
sickening obloquy and foul disgrace to
our beloved country should Horace
Greeley be elected to the Presidency.

A. W.R

A Worp 1o Firners.—We have read
a story of a little boy, who, when he
wanted a new suit of clothes, begged his
mother to ask his father if he might
have it. The mother suggested that the
boy might ask for himself. *I would,”
said the boy, “but I don’t feel well
enough acquainted with him.” There
is a sharp reproof to the father in the
reply of the son. Many a father keeps
his children so at a distance from him
that they never feel confidentially ac-
quainted with him. They feel that he
is a sort of monarch in the family. They
feel no familiamty with him. They
fear him and respect him, and even love
him some, for children cannot help lov-
ing everybody about them:; but they
seldom get near enough to him to feel
intimate with him. They seldom go to
him with their little wants and trials.
They approach him through the mother.
They tell her everything. They have a
highway to her heart, on which they go
in and out with peaceful freedom. In
this keeping off plan, fathers are to
Children should not be held off.
Let them come near. Let them be as
intimate with the father as mother. Let
thcir little hearts be freely opened. It
is wicked to freeze up the love fountains
of little ones’ hearts. Fathers do wom
an injury by living with them as stran-
gers. This drives many a child from
home for the sympathy his heart craves,
and often into improper society. It

blame

purses discontent and mistrust, which’

many a child does not outgrow in a life-
time. Open your hearts and your arms,
oh, fathers; be free with yourchildren ;

ask for their wants and trials; play.

with them; be fathers to them truly,
and they will not need a mediator be-
tween themselves and you.

A Parreric Arrar.— We like to get
hold of a really pathetic occurrence, even
if we have to go as far west as Wiscon-
sin for it. A Madison paper tells how
a green couple from a country town in
that State made a miss of their honey-
moon, in this wise: After seeing the
minister, John and his bride, who had
scarcely ever been out of sight of home
before, took the cars for Chicago. They
went to a hotel, and leaving her in the
parlor, John went out to view the ruins.
He got lost, and not knowing the name
of his tavern. wandered about disconso-

late. As night came on he was in dis-
pair, and after wandering about for a
time, the fear of- being arrested as a
vagrant and having to pass the night in
a station, so affected him that he made
his way to the depot, took the eleven
o'clock train for Milwaukee. and the
next day reached home, a bereaved and
disconsolate individual. The girl was
sensible, and after sheding a few tears,
called for a room, retired and enjoyed a
good night's rest.  The next day she
waited till the afternoon train and reach-
home that night. John had faith that
she would return, and was at the depot
on the lookout. The train stopped, they
rushed into each other’s arms, and in
the present bliss forgot all the woes of
the past. John says he might be mar-
ried forty times, but he will never go on
another wedding “tower.”

We have heard of men so tight that
they would pinch a cent till the eagle
was sick, but Ashtabula claims to have
a tighter one than this in the person of
Suim Jim, who thought he would  visit
Little Mountain with a horse and buggy;
but having a large Saratoga trunk, he
went to the depot and bought a ticket,

Rou's Doives.—A woman went to a
wood yard on a very cold day, and ask-
ed to see the head man. He came for-
ward. )

“Sir,” said she, “‘can you let me haye
a quarter of a cord of wood for that?"
handing him a piece of money; “my
children are freezing.”

The man looked closely at her. “Why,
are you not Seth Blake's wife 7" he ask-
ed.

“Yes sir, 1 am,” said the woman.

“How does it happen that your in
such low circumstances 7

“Yes sir, it is bad. My children are
starving, and rum did that ; my children
arc ragged, and ram did that; my child.
ren are growing up outside of the Sab-
bath school, outside the day school, and
rum does that. My husband, once kind
and industrious, is now a vagabond, and
rum did that;” and the poor woman
sank down on a log of wood, the picture
of want and woe.

Nor did the rough woodman keep his
eyes dry, for he remembered the time
when Seth Blake was as promising a
young man as ever was. He married a
nice woman, and the young couple start-
ed in life with as fair a prospect of com-
fort and happiness as a young couple
could well have. They had seats in
church too, and used to be seen listen-
ing to the word of God.

But Seth had a weak point. He would
sometimes “drink.” He did mnot quite
believe in total abstinance. *Taste not,
touch not, handle not,”” was not his mot-
to.
The habit gained on him, and ruined
him ; and the worst of it all is that a
drunkard’s family so often has to share
a drunkard’s shame and degradation.

“Touch not, taste not, handle not,”
boys. That is the only safe ground;
any other may sink you.

Exsovive Live.—It is singular to
what an extent people believe happiness
depends on not being obliged to work.
Girls are considered well married if
their husbhands are wealthy, and boys
considered provided for if enough can be
left them for support. and enough sur-
plus to play ‘‘business” with. Bosh!
Honest, hearty, contented labor is the
only source of happiness, as well as the
guaranty of life. The gloom of misan-
thropy is not only a great destroyer of
happiness we might have, but it tends
to destroy life itself. Idleness and lux-
ury induce premature decay much faster
than many trades regarded as the most
exhaustive and fatal to longevity. La-
bor in general, instead of shortening the
term of life, actually increases it. It is
the lack of occupation that actually de-
stroys so many of the wealthy, who have
nothing to do but play the part of
drones, and like them make a speedy -
exit, while the busy bee fills out its day
i wcofulness and honor.

We envy neither the man ~= woman
who cannot speak to a fellow-creature
out of their own circle, nor to anybody
without the formality of an introduc-
tion. There 1s no computing the ameunt
of profit as well as pleasure such persons
use by hedging themselves in with this
stupid fence of fastidiousness. We have
always found more of this feeling among
persons who were touchy on their so-
cial position, than among those self-re-
specting persons who thought nothing
about it. A great deal of intelligence
is floating round the world without be-
ing labeled, and those men or women
who have the good sense to recogmize
this fact and act upon it, not only are
educating themselves, but conferring
that pleasure which we are all bound
by the common ties of humanity to ex-
change with each other. It seems to
us that it is only the snob and pretend-
er who takes a different view of this
question.

Iy Two Cuarrers.—Chapter 1.  She
stood beside the alter, upon her head
a wreath of orange buds, upon her back
the richest kinds of duds; her lover
stood beside her with white kid gloves
and clean dickey—the last was 21 years
old; the first was 17. The parson’s job
was over, every one had kissed the bride,
and wished the young folks happiness,
and danced, and laughed, and cried.—
The last kiss had been given, the last
word had been said, and the happy pair
have simmered down and sought the
marriage bed. Chapter 1I. She stood
beside the washtub, with her red hands
in the suds; and at her slip-shod feet
there lay a pile of dirty duds; her hus-
band stood beside her, the crossest man
alive—the last was 29 years old the first
was 25. The heavy wash was over, the
clothes hung out to dry, and Tom had
stack his finger in the dirty baby's eye;
Tom had been spanked, and supper made
upon a crust of bred ; and the bride and
bridegroom went grumbling to their bed.

In his speech at St. Louis, Carl Schurz
said that offers of patronage had been
made to him by the President, on condi-
tion of his support. President Grant

| in Detroit, who obstinately refuses to | perate you by preaching on that time- | their people and country, to go among
to make himself useful to itemizers.— | honored text—*Always meet your hus- those whom they had known hitherto
He won't play base ball, nor chop two  band with a smile.” Not 1.° If you only as enemies ; and now they seemed

' '3_”"‘1,5 of wood per day, mer tell long  have spirit enough left in your body to | ready to do in all things as he advised.
stories about things that he has never -

| eaten, nor get up %:t 3 o'clack, zor Pre: | smile at all, thank the Lord, and fight | The General was exceedingly tender of
tend that he never rode im a railroad | your battle as well as you may. If you rt.his trust in him, and seemed anxious

! car. He is strictly uninteresting. have any smiles left in your heart for ' to confirm their confidence by being one

promptly authorizes a complete contra-
dietion of the story.

O, how sweet to work all day for God,
and then lie down aut night beneath His

smile.

lican votes in his district, comprising f country, that he has been nominated.
eight counties. . When there are surely in the land stanch
—— — | and true, in numbers sufficient, to rally
Forbearance is u domestic jewel, not | for thio right st erwéh down this .sile
to be worn for state or show, but for dai- [ attempt of the friends of ¢ .n and
the South, to hoist into the White House
a persen acknowledged to be the sworn

got the trunk checked through to Paines-
ville, and then had cheek enough to sell
the ticket to Prof. B., who was going
there, and thereby saved from twenty to
twenty-two cents. We think that by

close application to business, Jrmmy will
accumulate wealth,

CUSTOM WORK,

sith Prompiness, Thoroughness and st fair prices,
J.G. MARTIN.
10tr

VeatiGlover, May 10, 1872,

The Minister E Eme interior—the cook.




